*   The Dirty Pup    *

was peace, the voices of people rising up, a pulse of
gongs from the monastery hill. Scent of flowers was
dropping; the warmth was steeped with it.

When Usana was near the village well, he halted his
elephant and ordered a footman to bring him a cup of
water. Considering his rank, he did not use much
state. In fact, he had not more than a dozen men with
him. As he liked the ways of rustic folk, he found a
small escort conducive to easy exchange.

At the well was the usual crowd of villagers, mostly
girls having a bath. They had old skirts tucked round
their waists and were pouring pots of water over their
heads. Among them was a girl who had finished her
bath; she wore a red skirt and a red flower in her hair.
She had just drawn a last potful to wash the skirt she
had bathed in, when the footman asked her to fill the
prince's cup. They had all seen His Highness arrive
and were making broad jokes about it. He was known
by sight up and down the country and was extremely
popular, particularly with the girls. So when the foot-
man held out the cup to be filled, she poured gaily,
saying to her companions: 'I came out to bathe, but
have become the maid of the White Umbrella/ With
that, she smiled across to the road where the prince was
waiting, and then turning her back, began to wash the
skirt. Usana saw her hair knotted on the nape of her
neck and the red flower of hibiscus over her ear* He
said nothing at the time, and after drinking the water
went on to the monastery, where he was staying the
night. But afjter his dinner he decided to make her closer
acquaintance, and sent a message to her father, whom
he learnt was a turner, a petty craftsman of the village,